Original idea: I'm not going to do it because I've got so much on my plate, but this morning I had the idea of Lola and Lana pressganging Lynn & Lincoln into playing house with them, just so the twins can project their needs for parents onto people.
Lynn & Lincoln are 'mom and dad', while the twins are their kids etc. etc.

That's fucking adorable 
>Lincoln is constantly embarrassed while Lynn takes on the role wholeheartedly 
>Lana and Lola pushes them into kissing



My attempt:

>Lynn and Lincoln give eachother a quick peck on the mouth
>Lola isn't satisfied
>"More feeling! C'mon get into it!"
>Lynn grins and grabs Lincolns hands placing them around her on her lower back
>she draws her arms around Lincolns neck and goes all in, trying to mess with him and get him to freak out
>Lincoln is scared, but is surprised by the fluttering in his chest
>He starts to relax and decides to just roll with it
>Lynn thinks he's trying to beat her at her own game and ups the ante, making fake over-the-top moans into his mouth and running a hand through his hair while gripping the back of his shirt with the other
>Lincoln breaks off and starts kissing her neck
>following his instincts, He bends down a little and picks Lynn up by the legs, forcing her to hold on to his shoulders
>Lynn is starting to actually get hot and bothered, tries to tell Lincoln to calm down
>she's stuttering and gasping, can't get the words out.
>Lola thinks they're putting on a show like her soaps and loves it
>Lana is sweating bullets, thinks they're going to get in trouble if anybody sees them like this.

>"FFFff L-l-lincoln S- AH! ahh... oooohhh-mmm"
>kissing re-commences
>Lola is golf clapping
>Lana is eyeing the door
>Lincoln walks over to Lola's bed and sits Lynn down
>Lynn pulls away with an audible *SMACK*
>They're both gasping for air
>Lola is blushing, she doesn't know what moms and dads do on the bed but she knows she's not allowed to watch those parts of her soaps, Mama Loud always watches them with her and turns them off at the right time.
>they never really went anywhere on daytime television of course, but the implications were there and she was only six.
>Lana is remembering the time she was trying to fix the springs from underneath their parent's bed.
>she had wanted it to be a surprise
>every now and then, she still has nightmares about the sounds she heard, waking in a cold sweat
>she was always afraid to ask about it, rationalizing it as 'important adult stuff'
>Lincoln isn't sure where to go from here
>Lynn is light-headed and acts without thinking
>She pulls Lincolns hand to her chest, biting her lip at the feeling
>Lincoln feels the nub under his palm and moves it under his thumb, tweaking it back and forth a little
>Lynn gasps

>Lincoln is nervous, but keeps tweaking
>Lynn starts making little whines
>He pulls her into a hug while keeping his thumb in motion
>He starts working the neck again
>Lynn clutches him and pulls him down onto the bed
>She wraps her legs around his thigh. her eyes are fluttering
>She trys to keep still, but can't resist the occasional dry-hump
>Lola is a little concerned about her bed, but this is quickly drowned out by her fascination with their behavior
>Lana is covering her mouth and shaking, just like she did the first time she heard these noises
>Lola approaches and watches from next to the bed
>remembering the things Lincoln is doing.
>Lincoln pulls away from Lynn's neck, disturbed by the tightness in his jeans
>His thingie is tucked downwards, and is really starting to hurt
>He reaches down as subtly as he can to try and re-adjust, the pain is just too much to ignore
>He takes a leap in the dark and trys to distract Lynn by pinching the nub lightly
>"a-AAAHH-Huh!"
>Lynn burys her head in his shoulder
>Lincoln takes the opportunity to re-adjust
>As focused as he is on Lynn, he doesn't notice Lola follow his hands every move
>Lincoln finishes and pulls his hand out quickly, but another rub from Lynn against his thigh causes a thought to strike him
>is Lynn suffering the same problem?

>Lincoln's chest tightens with guilt
>Lynn could have been in pain this entire time and simply been keeping quiet, she is tougher after all
>He slides his hand from her chest to her back and starts to rub
>Lynn is panting into his shoulder
>Lincoln moves his adjusting hand to her waistband
>Lynn freezes, holding her breath
>after a second of no response, Lincoln moves his hand further, finding the second layer of her underwear
>Lynn is completely unsure of herself
>She tried touching herself down there before, but true to her own style, she would always be too rough too fast and it always hurt
>Lincoln himself was completely in the dark, he had no idea what he would find but he wanted to help Lynn calm down, she sure didn't seem happy.
>Lola watched as Lincoln broke a severe taboo in her mind, slipping his hand all the way down into Lynn's underwear
>She remembered her mother telling her to never let anyone else touch her down there, but here they were.
>She was sweating almost as much as Lana was at this point, though none of them noticed as she crawled mechanically underneath the foot of the bed
>Lana had no idea what to do with herself, so she simply copied what had happened the first time.
>Even her tears were the same, silent and hot on her cheeks.
>Lincoln bit his lip in excitement and relief, he knew what to do now
>He'd found another nub.

>Lincoln glided his thumb across the nub as gently as he could, knowing how sensitive the tip of his own thing could be.
>Lynn shuddered again and released her breath
>"ooOOOAHH! Linc-oollnnn~"
>Shes panting into his shoulder again, her legs twitching and tightening around his waist
>Suddenly she rolls Lincoln completely onto his back, resting her chest against his
>She keeps her hips in the air so Lincoln has room to maneuver
>unintentionally giving Lola a perfect view of the action
>Lola is keeping her head low near Lincolns belly so she can see everything he's doing
>The drool goes unnoticed even as it stains her favorite dress
>as does the dryness of her eyes, reluctant as she is to blink, lest she miss even a second
>Lana tried to focus on the springs underneath the bed
>a few would need replacing
>three? or maybe 6...
>she tried to keep track of them all, but her vision kept getting blurry and she couldn't make herself stop shaking
>Lincoln was surprised, but recovered quickly
>He tried to keep rubbing, but the more he rubbed the harder Lynn would buck against him, making him lose the nub for a few seconds before finding it again
>"NnneyeahhFFFhuhFFFLincolndon'tstopdon'tdon'tpleasepleaseplease"
>Lincoln understood Lynn was desperate, but he was becoming frustrated with the disconnection between her movement and her begging
>he was tense and his arm was getting tired trying to keep track
>He needed to get a grip

>In his frustration, Lincoln began rubbing his whole hand around between Lynn's thighs
>Even as Lynn's gyrations became further pronounced, he found something he hadn't expected
>Lips? and between them, a tiny hole, and a slightly larger one.
>Luck had been with him this far, Lincoln crossed his fingers behind Lynn's back and tried to fit his middle finger into the larger one
>He got the first knuckle in
>"EEE!!"
>Lynn shot upwards onto her knees in surprise
>unintentionally forcing Lincolns finger up to the second knuckle
>The movement surprised Lola, her hands shooting up to her cheeks
>the view in front of her was alien, unimagined even in her most vivid fever-dreams.
>Her thoughts roamed to her own 'private place' even as she swayed on her feet
>Lola's mouth trembled and her eyes welled up from the sheer intensity, her face alternating between pale and red like christmas lights
>Lana was watching Lola's feet as she stumbled in place, trying to orient herself
>she hated Lola for making this happen again
>she knew it was wrong, she never told Lola about what happened, but the anger grew in her chest all the same
>the taste of copper made her stop biting her fingers
>Lynn was close to tearing her hair out as she twisted her body from side to side
>Lincoln caught on after a second and began to twist his wrist, keeping his finger right where it was
>He put his thumb back onto the nub and bent his finger a little against the second one he felt within
>Lynn arched her back and stuck out her tongue
>even as Lynn clawed at her forehead in silence, Lincoln wasn't doing much better
>His thingie was pulsing like never before
>fighting the zipper of his jeans, he managed to get himself free
>He knew anything involving his thingie was inappropriate, but he already had Lynn's in one hand, what was one more?
>with a glance downward, he noticed it had grown bigger then ever, the tip poking proudly out of the skin surrounding it

>Lincoln took hold of himself and let the intense feeling wash over him
>Lynn's reactions were beginning to make sense
>He tried rubbing a thumb over his tip and almost knee'd Lynn in the back
>Lynn finally fell down and caught herself with her hands on either side of Lincolns head.
>Lincoln sighed as he removed his finger from her, satisfied he'd done a good job
>He saw her eyes were unfocused, her breath smelled strongly of the meatballs she had for breakfast not long ago
>Lincoln's mouth began watering as she panted in his face
>maybe he'd ask her to make one for him one of these days
>Lola's eyes were locked onto what was in Lincolns other hand
>this was by far the most forbidden
>'if a strange man wants to show you what's in his pants, NEVER say yes and always yell for help!'
>that had been what her mother had told her, but her curiosity was pounding as powerfully as her heart.
>besides, this was Lincoln!
>they had their differences and arguments, but Lola trusted Lincoln.
>Lola planted her hands on the side of the bed, keeping her eyes on the prize
>Lana's mind began to race as she saw Lola's feet rise up and she heard her weight on the springs
>the thought of Lola joining in with this terrible situation only fueled her hatred further, nauseating her and making her mouth begin to water as well.
>she didn't dare try to make a break for the toilet
>the fear of being seen was as fresh as it was before
>she simply began to repeat to herself
>'mommy and daddy love me and they would never hurt me'
>Lynn collapsed against Lincoln again as the exhaustion consumed her
>her head next to his, he could hear her breathing in his ear
>her 'hole' had landed against his belly
>right above what he was holding
>a new wave of fear gripped him as the dots began to connect in his head
>Dare he?
>Lola positioned herself between their legs
>inches away from the action
>the smell was driving her mad
>it was thick, like the humidest of days
>she wanted nothing more then to rub her face in it all
>was this what Lana felt for mud?
>she'd have to remember to apologize for teasing her about it

>Lincoln was snapped out of his moral quandary as the decision was made for him
>the first surprise was the hot air blowing against his lowest, most sensitive spot- or 'Spots'
>that simply caused his shoulders to seize
>the second was the quick wet sensation that caused him to buck HARD, right out of his hand
>into Lynn
>her eyes shot open as she squeaked into his ear
>the pitch was so high he almost didn't hear it
>She clawed him hard, hurting his shoulders though his shirt, but the worst was the bite on his neck
>it was almost painful enough for him to notice
>Lincoln was headfirst in a way he never thought possible
>he could feel that his skin had been pulled back
>it was his turn to crush Lynn in a bear-hug, locking his elbows in place and groaning deep
>"HHuuAAAAuuuuhh"
>his knees rose as he drew his feet up
>Lola was fascinated with the reaction she'd gotten from her off-the-cuff interference
>the taste was disgustingly exquisite
>raw and dirty, yet delicious and intoxicating
>she'd heard of the concept of aged cheese being an 'acquired taste' from her well-to-do associates at the pageants
>her confidence in the situation rose as she self-rationalized as fast as she could
>Lola stuck her tongue out for a second taste test, this one longer then before
>she dragged her tongue from the top of the 'bag' to the end where her siblings met
>Lincoln bit his tongue to silence himself as he bucked again, burying himself within
>Lynn cried out at the stretch-pain, thankful that her soccer practice had saved her from the worst of it
>the nurse had explained only the most pertinent information regarding what had happened inside her
>cleaning tips aside, the real ramifications of what they had led themselves too had eluded her.
>in her blissful ignorance, all she could do was keep breathing, pulling in lungful after lungful of Lincolns hair, slick with oil from the sweat
>Lincolns fear was drowned out by his hormones, he once again followed his instincts and began thrusting blindly and without rhythm 
>Lana buried her face into the carpet and plugged her ears
>the worst part had finally come

>Lincoln panted and moaned without restraint now
>clenching his core muscles, he put everything he had into each thrust
>Lynn was limp at first, but as her adrenaline began to fill her veins anew, she began to meet Lincoln with equal force
>that soon became overwhelming force as her powerfully toned muscles overrode Lincoln's
>eventually Lynn was slamming herself down onto Lincoln, even as he was spurned to pound harder
>Lola was mesmerized by the motions before her
>The noises they were making sounded almost.. animalistic
>the slapping of the 'bag' against Lynn's behind was making her hungry for more
>Lola grinned with pride as she remembered her most defining feature
>she always got what she wanted
>noticing that Lynn was slowly pinning Lincoln down against the bed, she waited until her treat was almost stationary
>Lola stuck her tongue out and drew it around in circles against Lincolns sack
>wrapping her tongue around it one way, then the other
>giggling between kisses
>Lana could recognize that the end was near
>she recognized that it had only gotten this far after Lola had made herself apart of it
>Lola always had to stick her stupid nose where it wasn't needed, if she hadn't, it would already have ended.
>Lana stuck her head out from under the bed and began releasing the bile that had been building up in her belly
>crawling away as quietly as she could, hiccuping and spewing little by little, she vowed to never forgive Lola as long as she lived.
>Lynn was gripping Lincolns hands within her own as she leaned forward and thrust her tongue into his own gaping mouth
>Lincoln had been wrestling with himself to make this last as long as possible
>who knew if this would ever happen again?
>but as the feeling spread all across his entire body, he cried out into Lynn's mouth and buried himself as deep as he could for the final time
>his balls contracted, forcing rope after thick rope of sticky goo into his sister

>Lynn ceased her pounding as she felt Lincoln release something into her
>in her throes, she neglected to feel any disgust
>sitting herself still atop him, she resumed what he'd ceased a minute ago, rubbing herself with both hands
>gasping repeatedly and clenching her knees against his sides, she finally fell down for the last time.
>Lincoln was dizzy
>He looked around, re-discovering his whereabouts
>he could still feel something amazing below them
>peering up over Lynn's shoulder, he saw Lola humming happily as she directly suckled his balls
>Lincoln watched this for a few seconds glass-eyed, before an acidic stench wafted beneath his nose
>pulling away from one problem, he peeked over the side of the bed and saw a chunky orange trail leading to the door
>then they heard footsteps
>Lynn rolled off as fast as she could, releasing his thingie with a wet *POP* and hauling her shorts up
>Lola recognized the trouble they'd all be in and threw herself away as Lincoln tucked himself into his jeans as gently AND quickly as he could
>he had managed to zip himself up just as Lori threw open the door with a mop in her hand.
>Lori Looked at the three of them on the bed, then down at the vomit with disgust
>"LYNN! LINCOLN!"
>"If you're going to literally INSIST on wrestling, you stop BEFORE someone starts puking everywhere!"
>with that, she threw the mop onto the bed and dropped a bucket full of soapy water down before pulling her phone out of her pocket, turning around and walking back down the hall.
>Lola looked at the mess with a grimace before pointing a finger at the other two
>"YOU'RE the mommy and daddy, YOU clean up the messes!"
>she then hopped down from the bed and navigated past the puddles and out the door, before poking her head back in
>"And don't forget to change my SHEETS!"